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HE riſing ſun illumes the eaſtern ſky : 

Before his beams the melting vapours fly. 
The lofty mountain's ſtately ſummit ſhone is 
Bright as the burniſh'd gold on Perſia's thrgr 5 
Within it's cheerleſs womb the Hermit „ '> 3 
Bow d by the hand of ſtrength-deſtroying age, 
To heavin's high King his adoration pays, + ** 
And ſings with trembling voice a hymn of praiſe; | | 
Then from his cell he moves with gentle mien, 
To view with freſh delight the op * ſcene. 
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Him 
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Him Snowdon oft upon his heath-grown ſide, 


In mute attention wrapt, with conſcious pride 


Enraptur'd heard. Ev'n now the lambkins play 
With lighter bounds; the birds on ev'ry ſpray 

In ſprightlier notes chant forth their am'rous tale, 
And ſweeter muſic floats on ev'ry gale. 

The gentle Hermit's looks divine a charm 

Diffus'd around, that envy might diſarm, 

That ſeem'd the face of nature to adorn, 

And add new luſtre to the roſy morn. [groans? 
| Whence then thoſe doleful ſighs, thoſe heart-felt 
Who in ſuch plaintive ſtrains his fate bemoans ? 


Near and more near the Sage approaches ſlow 


To the cloſe dell, from whence the wailings flow. 
There on the earth, in abject poſture. laid, 

And careleſs in a fable veſt array'd, 

A youth he ſpies, if youth he may be deem d, 
Who in the prime of vig'rous manhood ſeem'd. 
Againſt a blaſted oak his head reclin'd, 

And his ſtraight locks wav'd rudely with the wind. 
With his left hand his forehead oft he preſt, 
Oft' with his right he gently ſmote his breaſt. 
Waſted, alas! with heart-corroding care, 

His viſage now was ſunk in dumb. deſpair: 


Now 
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THE HERMIT br SNOWDON, 3 
Now on his check a trafifient glow expreſt 
The indignation rifing in his breaſt: 
For one ſhort moment he forgets his grief, 
While ſcorn and manly pride afford relief: 
Then check d anon in paſſion's wild career, 
He deeply heav'd a ſigh and dropt a tear. 
To heav'n he then a ſilent pray'r addreſt, 
With looks, that reſignation half expreſt. 

The Sage in ſecret ſaw, and burn d to know 

The bitter ſource of all this mighty woe. 
Not that too curiouſly he ever try 
By art to learn, what others ſought to hide; 
But his kind foul delighted to impart 3 
Comfort to grief, and ſooth the throbbing heatt, 
Sudden his form before the youth 59 
In all the dignity of worth and years. 
The youth, confus'd, upriſes from the ground, 
And waits his near approach with awe profound. 
My ſon, —— the venerable Hermit fajd, © 
(The youth with air attentive bow'd his head) 
Whence the diſtreſs, that in thy look appears? 
Whence the complaints, that lately met mine ears ? 
Has hapleſs love depriv'd thy foul of ref, 
Love, the ſoft tyrant of the youthful breaſt? 
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Has 
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Has death thy miſtreſs raviſh'd from thy arms ? 
Or has ſhe bleſs'd thy rival with her charms ? 
Or have diſeaſes ſwept thy flocks away ? 


Or have they fall'n to cruel beaſts a prey? 


Whate'er the dire miſhap, thy caſe unfold : 
Perhaps thy tale may not in vain be told. 
Perhaps experienc'd age may bring relief : 
At leaſt I then may join thee in thy grief. 
When thus the youth; O Sire, my ſtubborn breaſt 
Was ne'er by tyrant love depriv'd of reſt: 
Nor have diſeaſes ſwept my flocks away, 
Nor have they fall'n to cruel beaſts a prey. 
Sick of the world, the little and the great, 
I ſeek on Snowdon's fide a calm retreat. 
If here thou dwell'ſt, let me thy ſteps attend, 
A willing ſcholar and an humble friend. 
Here let me learn with pleaſure to forego 
The toils of life and all it's empty ſhew. 
Here, in a ſweet oblivion of the paſt, 
Joys, unallay'd with ſorrow, let me taſte; 
And quitting by degrees this low abode, 
By ſtudying nature riſe to nature's God. 
Here pauſing, to the earth he bends his looks; 
When thus the Sage th' impatient youth rebukes : 
Would'ſt 
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Would'ſ thou in prime of life the world forego, 
In ſearch of pleaſures unallay'd with woe ? 
Would'ſt thou, with daſtard ſpirit, ſhun the ſtrife 
And all the buſy cares of active life? 
Full many a year thy friends with anxious love 
To rear thee to a ſtate of manhood ſtrove, 
Watch'd o'er thy infant growth, thy tender mind 
Haply with virtuous ſentiments refin c. 
Thy country's guardian laws thy rights enſur'd, 
Thy friends, thy peace, and ev'n thy life ſecur'd: 
And wilt thou thus thy gratitude diſplay ? 
Thy friends' and country's favours thus repay ? 
By ill-judg'd flight their purpoſes defeat, 
And ſeek on Snowdon's fide a calm retreat ? 

O rev'rend Sire, the youth, abaſh'd, reply'd, 
The thorny ways af life I long have try'd; 
Have ſtrain'd the utmoſt vigour of my ſoul, 
Of fame and high renown to reach the goal. 
My ever-honour'd friends I hold moſt dear, 
My country's ſacred laws I ſtill revere. 
Could friends or country feel my feeble aid, 
Their greateſt favours had been long repaid. 
In me thou ſee'ſt a wretch, who nought can do, 
But eagerly without ſucceſs purſue, 


All 
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Gay diſlipation's flow'ry paths to quit, 


Me, who with rigour view my own defects, 


And this revenge is'call'd, that ſpleen or pride. 


All things, with fond deluſion 1 maintain d, 
By virtue, join'd with wiſdom, might be gain'd : 
He, who his conduct frames by virtue's laws, 
From all mankind obtains unmixt applauſe: 

On him, who wiſdom's depths profound explores, 
Wealth and unenvy'd honours fortune pours. 
Convinc'd of this, in virtue's paths I trod, 

And wiſdom deem'd the richeſt gift of God. 
Wiſdom I ſought, before the fun aroſe ; 

Nor left the ſearch, till nature claim'd repoſe. 
But what avaifd it virtue to adore, 

And wiſdom's facred dictates to explore ? 


And pore on ancient and on modern wit? 
Cold approbation ſcarcely I obtain: 
The brighteſt gifts of fortune others gain. 


With jealous fear each knave and fool ſuſpects: 
With me, whom vice in no diſguiſe can pleaſe, 
No friends in ſocial hours unbend with eaſe. 
All watch my ſteps with ſcrutinizing eye: 

And fondly hope ſome blemiſn to deſcry. 

My beſt, my faireſt motives are belied; 


Meanwhile 
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Meanwhile the fools who. cringe, and knaves who 
Unrivall'd ſhare the favours of the great. [cheat, 
O! let me then this ſcene of ſorrow cloſe, 

And here with thee on Snowdon's ſide repoſe. 

' He ceas'd, and on the, Hermit fixt his eyes, 

The Hermit thus in, accents mild replies: 
My ſon, thy tale a various fcene diſplays: 
Much I could, find to cenſure, much to praiſe, 
He, who, to pleaſure deaf, devotes his youth 
To arduous labours in the paths of truth, 
And ſteadily. conforms to virtue's laws, 
From me ſhall gain the tribute of applauſe. 
Virtue and wiſdom to the world were giv'n, 
To guide. us mortals, in the road to heav'n, 
He, who with them the ways of life has trod, 
Has ſurely gain dhe richeſt gifts of God. 
But let them not K deſerts be confin d, 
Torn from the ſociad commerce of mankind. 
Virtue delights in others happineſs, ' 
Their good to forward, and their ill redreſs, 
True wiſdom, joys. to aid the gen rous plan, 
As virtue's handmaid in the cauſe of man, 
The ſureſt means of happineſs. diſplay, 
And with her orient beam to guild her way. 
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In froward minds their gentle ſw 
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In man are various principles combin'd: 


[Faults and perfections meet in ev'ry mind. 


The diff rent mixtures characters compoſe : 


In good ones theſe excel, in bad ones thoſe. 


Ev'n in the beſt ſome ſhades contraſt the light; 
And in the worſt ſome parts will ſtill be bright. 
Wiſdom and virtue join'd, each fault and grace, 
Each varying light and ſhade delight to trace. 
Each latent excellence, each ſeed of worth 


With foſt'ring care they cheriſh and draw forth: 


Each harmleſs prejudice indulge with joy, 

More fatal vice the eaſier to deſtroy. 

Their taſk no wayward humours make them quit : 

When to contend, they know, and when ſubmit. 

With ſoft addreſs each harmleſs art they mix, 

to fix. 

They, who thoſe arts, that ſoft addreſs deſpiſe, 

Can neither greatly good be dgem'd, nor wile. 

Back therefore to the world reſolve to go, 

And learn to practiſe, what you've toil'd to know. 
Does this ſurprize from me, who. now reſide 

In amice gray on Snowdon's lonely fide? 

When youthful vigour ſtrung this ſhatter'd frame, 

E'er feeble age and dire misfortunes came, 


I was 
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I was — (His form aſſum'd a manly grace: 
A ſingle tear ſtole down his wrinkled face: 
A ſigh juſt mov'd his breaſt) — I will not mourn — 
Snowdon, I ſhall not quit thy peaceful bourn, 
Till I that great, that awful moment ſee, 
When I ſhall go to them, who ne'er can come to me — 
But think not here, the Hermit pauſing ſaid, 
A dull, inactive, uſeleſs life I've led. | 
The talents, Providence has left, I uſe: 
Advice and comfort I to none refuſe : 
To the rude tenants of the neighb'ring plain 
Religion, heav'n-deſcended, I explain, 
With love of purity their breaſts inſpire, 
And teach them truth and juſtice to admire. 
All conteſts ceaſe, when J aſſiſtance lend, 
To make each ruſtic enemy a friend. 
Do thou, my ſon, thy active youth employ 
In leſſ'ning ſorrow, and diſpenſing joy; 
This ſullen hatred of mankind remove, 
And bind them to thy ſoul with bands of love. 
But when declining age it's weakneſs brings, 
To add new ſharpneſs to affliction's ſtings; 
Should'ſt thou, the loſs of deareſt friends to mourn, 


In an unpitying world be left forlorn, 


Stript 
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Stript of thy fair eſtates and honeſt fame, 
Purſu'd with rancour not deſerving blame; 
Then may'ſt thou quit the crowd's tumultuous ſtrife, 
And ſeek on Snowdon's fide a tranquil life, 
The ſimple ways of ruſtic ſwains direct, 
Nor fear the wounds of envy or neglect. 
Now to the world thy youthful footſteps bend, 
And dare with man in kindneſs to contend, 
Some virtuous friends thou doubtleſs wilt obtain, 
To ſooth thy cares, and recompenſe thy pain. 

The Sage his counſel ceas'd : the pliant youth, 
Aſſenting, owns the mighty force of truth, 
Reſolves again in ſocial life to move, 
And ſtrive to bind mankind in bands of love. 
But firſt the Hermit heaps his ſimple board 
With ſuch repaſt, as Hermits' cells afford. 
The youth, refreſh'd, his gratitude expreſt : 
The Hermit's looks his inward joy confeſt. 
The youth reſumes the road, he lately trod : 
The Sage, retir'd, commends him to his God. 


CEC AED PIER 2 — 
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ADVERTISE INNCE NTT: 


HE deſign of the Author in the following Poem was to deli. 
neate that fierce and untameable ſpirit of liberty, which ſo emi- 
nently diſtinguiſhed the original inhabitants of this iſland : © who,”? 
according to the account given of them by Henry the Second to the 
Greek Emperor, Emanuel Commenus, “were not afraid to fight un- 
« armed with enemies armed at all points, willingly ſhedding their 
« blood in the cauſe of their country, and purchaſing glory at the ex- 
“ penſe of their lives. He has choſen to exhibit this ſpirit in the 
character of a Bard, becauſe that order of men is ſuppoſed to have been 
greatly inſtrumental in exciting and ſupporting it in the body of the 
le. | 
Fe Phe following quotations will be neceſſary to illuſtrate the plan of 
the poem: © Before I leave this head, take in ſhort what Giraldus 
« Cambrenſis, an eye-witneſs, has delivered at large concerning Ar- 
« thur's Grave in this Churchyard. 
« When Henry the Second King of England had learned from the 
c“ ſongs of the Britiſh t Bards, that Arthur, the moſt noble heroe of the 
Britains, whoſe courage had ſo often ſhattered the Saxons, was bu- 
cc ried at Glaſſenbury between two Pyramids, he ordered ſearch to be 
made for the body; and they had ſcarce digged ſeven foot deep, but 
they 


„Lord Littelton's Hiſt, of Henry II. Book II. p. 65. 4to. 
+ Camden's Britannia by Gibſon, p. 64, 65. 
t As he paſſed through Wales on an expedition to Ireland. 
B 2 
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<« they light upon a eroſſed ſtone, or a ſtone in the back part whereof 
vas faſtened a rude leaden croſs, ſomething broad. This being 
< pulled out, appeared to have an inſcription upon it; and under it 
« almoſt nine foot deep, they found a coffin made of hollowed oak, 
* wherein were depoſited the bones of the famous Arthur,” —— 
The remains, at the command of King Henry, were immediately 
removed into the greater Church, and repoſited in a magnificent 
Shrine. There they were afterwards viſited by the firſt Edward; 
and at his command the ſhrine was placed before the high altar; and 
. © they continued there to the reign of Henry the Eighth.” 

The Caſtle of Cilgarran, where this diſcovery is ſuppoſed to have 
< been made, now a romantic ruin, ſtands on a rock deſcending to the 
<« river Teivi in Pembrokeſhire.” “ 

Warton's Advertiſement prefixed to his Ode, intitled, The Grave of 
King Arthur. 


* Whitaker's Hiſt, of Mancheſter, Book II. Chap, II. Sed. IV. 
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HILE *Saxon Henry fits in awful ſtate, 
With all the pride of conſcious pow'r elate; | 
From diſtant mountains tuneful Bards deſcend, | | 
And Cambria's haughty chiefs with homage bend. i 
Cilgeran's Caſtle wide it's portals ſpreads, | 
And mirth on all it's genial influence ſheds: 
| — On 


® Thoſe inhabitants of Great Britain, who, being deſcended from Sax- 


ons, Angles, Jn Danes and Normans, call themſelves Engliſh or Au- 
gles, are ſtiled by the Welſh Saeſon or Saxons, 
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— On all but Modred — He with ſullen gloom 
Indignant mourns his wretched country's doom. 


His chief's command reluctant he obeys, 


Nor taſtes the cheer, nor joins in ſongs of praiſe. 
While humbled Princes, fluſh'd with wine, rejoice, 
And plant Bards attune the harp and voice ; 


He long in filence heard the hateful ſound, 


With penſive eyes fixt ſtedfaſt on the ground. 
But when the Bards great Arthur's praiſes ſung, 
Out from the Hall with frantic looks he flung. 
Fir'd with the theme, he thus indulg'd his rage, 
Which neither mirth nur danger could aſſuage ; 
And ſtruck that harp, which all things could controul, 
But the wild tumults of it's maſter's foul : 


Degen'rate Bards, your muſic ceaſe — 
No more attune your harps to peace; 
Let war their notes inſpire — 
Bid rage with tenfold fury riſe — 
With vengeful clamours rend the ſkies, 
And gen'rous boſoms fire. 
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Spurn the inſulting Saxon's cheer, - 
Nor deign to ſooth his cruel ear 
With Britiſh Arthur's praiſe. 
The tale of “ tortur'd Princes tell: 
To pierce his heart, a hideous yell 
Of tones diſcordant raiſe, 
-. 
The darken'd orbits I behold,  _ 
Robb'd of thoſe ſtars, which ſhone like gold 
In Cambria's ier hour. 
Juſt heav'n, thou ſaw'ſt the victims bleed! 
On him, who dar'd th' accurſed deed, 


Thy ſharpeſt vengeance pour. 


Is 


® In the year 1165 the princes of Wales entered into a general confe- 
deracy, to throw off the yoke of the Engliſh. © Henry“ knew how great 
*« a war he had to ſuſtain, and how difficult he ſhould find it to vanquiſh 
«« ſo courageous and fo warlike a nation, now, when they were united, 
© which they never had been fince their firſt confederacy againſt William 
% Rufus. That he might be able to oppoſe this formidable eague, he net 
© only raiſed an army of choſen men out of all his Britiſh territories, but 
* brought over many troops from Normandy, Aquitaine, Anjou. Bretagne, 
and Flanders.” When Henry found himſelf under the neceſſity of re- 
tiring from Wales without effecting his purpoſe, he in revenge put out the 
eyes of the princes, hc had in his as . 


Lord Littelton's Hiſt, of Henry II. Book III. 
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Is Cambria's haughty ſpirit broke ? 
Will none the deſp'rate fight provoke, 
This wretched land to ſave? 
Do thoſe blue hills no longer boaſt 
A bold, enrag'd, reſiſtleſs hoſt, 
The terror of the brave? 
* 
No: In Cilgeran's warlike tow'r, 
Where fierce * revenge was wont to lower, 
Great Arthur's praiſe they ſing; 
And Britiſh princes, ſtruck with dread, 


Submiſſive bow the free-born head, 25 


To greet a Saxon king. 


Oh! let me ſhun this hateful ſight — 
Soon as appears the morning light, 
I hie to Arthur's grave. 
Pendragon's injur'd ſon ſhalf know, 
One Briton ſtill remains below, 
Who ſcorns to live a ſlave. 


He 


Caſtle appears te have been in the poſſeſſion of Rhees ap 
Gryffyth, the father of two of the princes whoſe eyes Henry put out. 
See Lord Littelton's Hiſt. of Henry II. Vol. II. p. 411. 4to. 
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He ceas'd — 'T he caves, that yawn on Tievi's ſnore, 
From their dark wombs return'd a hollow roar. 

Yet heeds not this the execrated king: 

With feſtive mirth Cilgeran's arches ring. 
More prudent Bards, whom nature gave to know, 
What copious ſtreams from royal bounty flow, 
Touch ev'ry trembling ſtring with niceſt art, 


To raiſe new tranſports in the monarch's heart. 


To charm his martial ſpirit, they relate 

Great Arthur's fame, his proweſs, and his fate. 

_ *$kill'd in tradition's various lore, they ſing, 

How fairy troops ſupport the wounded king, 

With potent + herbs expel the barbed ſpear, 

With magic charms his fainting ſpirits cheer, _ 

And ſwifter than the winged light'ning's flight, 

On an enchanted iſland's ſhore alight. 

There with his chiefs the peaceful ſword he wields, 

There in mock fights he ſtrikes the friendly ſhields ; 
There 


This part of the 1 21 has been fo exquiſitely adorned with all the 
ces of B, detry by Mr. T. Warton, in his re of King Arthur, that I 

ould not have preſum'd to touch upon it, if it had not abſolutely 
neceſſary, I have, however, been as conciſe as I poſſibly could. 


+ When the wild goats in the illand of Crete are wounded, they ſearch 


for the herb dictamum that grows there; and as ſoon as they | have eaten 


it, they immediately expel the arrows If ren Ta e Ariſt. Ilg. 
Gau. Axen. N C 
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There too is Arthur's regal pomp diſplay'd, 

Till Britain's cauſe again demands his aid. 

But Henry moſt regards, what laſt he heard 

In the plain accents of an ancient Bard: 

« No fairy troops recall'd his fleeting breath; 

© On Camlan's fields his eyes were clos'd in death. 
« His * giant limbs, in temper'd ſteel array'd, 
In Avalomia's fruitful vale were laid.” 

The king tranſported hears the wond'rous tale, 

« Then haſte,” he cries, to Avalonia's vale. 
Near + Joſeph's fane the moſs-grown pillars find: 
« Let Arthur's ſacred relicks be inſhrin'd ; 

<«« Then pray, that glory may my ſteps attend; 

« For fainted Arthur is the warrior's friend.” 

The chiefs addreſs'd prepare without delay 

The monarch's pious orders to obey. 

They reach the coaſt, that bounds Sabrina's tide, 
And ſeek the vale, where Perrott's waters glide: 
The ſpot they trace — Beſide the pillars rude 


In pilgrim weeds * Modred ſtood. — 


Anxious 


„The leg: bone of the monarch was applied to that of a very tall 
4 man, and roſe three fingers above his knee; and Giraldus actually ſaw 
the bones, and was preſent at the application.” Whitaker's et of 
Manchefter, Book II. Chap. li. Sect. LV. 


* + Joſeph of Arimathea was faid to have founded Glaſtonbury Abbey. 
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Anxious they pierce the conſecrated ground, 

1111 far beneath the letter'd croſs is found: 
Thence they deſcend, with tranſport mixt with dread, 
To the dark manſion of the honour'd dead. 

When ev'ry rite in order due was paid, 

And in a hallow'd ſhrine his bones were laid: 

When the loud organ's notes were heard no more, 
And the ſet forms of hireling monks were o'er; 

To Arthur thus, with zeal ſurpaſſing art, 

Stern Modred pour'd the dictates of his heart: 


O thou, thy country's ſhield and pride, 
In conflicts fierce and dangers try'd 
At * Douglas' conſcious flood; 
Who, as he wound his doubtful courſe, 
Full oft' beheld thy matchleſs force, 
And ſaw thy youthful arms diſtain'd with Saxon blood: 


Pendragon's 


„ Arthur, detached by Ambrefius to check the progreſs of the Saxons, 
who bore down all before them ia the North, defeated them in four ſac- 
ceflive engagements on the banks of the river Douglas, near Wigan, in 
Lancaſhire. This is the firſt expedition, in which Arthur ap to have 
acted as commander in chief. Whitaker's Hiſt. of Mancheſter, Book II. 
Chap. II. Sect. II. g | 
; C2 
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1 20 THE SHRINE OF KING ARTHUR. 
| | Pendragon's ſainted ſon attend, 
q hl While low before thy ſhrine I bend, 
«| And grant thy ſuppliant's prayer : £ 
N | Let not a Britiſh Bard in van | 
0 At Arthur's ſacred ſhrine complain, 


Nor let thy country's cries be loſt in empty air. 


Let the ferocious Saxon bands 
 Unenvy'd ſhare the fertile lands, 
Where oft' by thee they bled : 
Let them, if thus high heav'n ordains, 
Secure enjoy thoſe ſmiling plains, [fled. 
Where from thy thund'ring arm with wild diſmay they 
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But, oh! let Albion's genuine race, 
Who now ſubmit to homage baſe, 
At freedom's call awake. 
Do thou their drooping ſpirits cheer, 
Chaſe from their breaſts ignoble fear, [ſhake. 
And bid them ſeize the ſhield, the vengeful jav'lin 


Modred nor wealth nor pow'r defires: 


To loftier flights thy bard i : 3 
Wir ay IVE O grant his bold requeſt: Hy 
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Grant him his ſolemn harp to ſound, 
Till Cambria's craggy hills reſound, 1 
And virtue's holy flame be rais d in ev ry breaſt: 


Till, like a black and fi'ry cloud, 
Our country's chiefs its mountains 8 
Fierce in compact array: | | 
Till, burſting on each Saxon head, aig} "AP 
| Fell deſolation wide they ſpread, 
And all their bloody deeds with ſlaughter keen repay: 


Nor let the noble fury ceaſe, 
Till freedom, leading gentle peace, 
Our barren rocks adorn : 
Till Saxon threats no more we hear, 
No longer dread the whizzing ſpear, 
And Henry's vain attempts our Bards relate with ſcorn. 


Nought then will EONS Modred crave, 
But ſmiling fink into the grave, 

Where ſleep his gallant Sires — 
Deign, fainted. chief, to hear my pray'r: 
| Let not a Britiſh Bard deſpair, _ 
When freedom s ini jur d laws inflame his patriot fires. 
| | Thus 
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Sunk in a myſtic dream or viſion bright; 
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22 THE SHRINE OF KING ARTHUR. 
Thus to his harp while penſive Modred ſang, 
And the laſt words yet trembled on his tongue; 


Before his eyes the fading objects ſwim; 
A drowſy langour ſeizes ev'ry limb. 


Celeſtial glories burſt upon his fight. 

The ſever'd Shrine a hideous chaſm diſplay'd, 
Whence Arthur roſe in burniſh'd arms array d. 
A hundred Bards the Monarch's ſteps attend, 


A hundred harps their varied muſic blend. 


Sage Talieſin led the choral band, 
And ſwept the filver ſtings with rapt'rous hand. 
The godlike chief advanie d with ſolemn pace, 


With manly ſtride and rough majeſtic grace, 


And thus to Modred, wrapt in deep ſurpriſe, 
Declar'd the ſecret counſels of the Ikies: 


In yonder manſions of the bleſt, 
Modred, I ods thy bold requeſt. 


Bright 
A famous Welſh Bard, who flourilbed ! in the time of Arthur. See 
Whitaker's Hiſtory of Mancheſter, Book II. Chap. II. Se. I. There 
are a great many. of his Poems ſtill extant. ** I have,” ſays Mr. Evans in 


his Specimens of Ancient Welſh Poe Fa 85 % now in my poſſeſſion 
** above fifty of them; but rhey are ſo t to be und on ac- 
** count of their great antiquity, and numerous obſolete words, and negli- 
«« gence of trauſcribers, that it is too great a taſk for any man at * dhe 
" | mm of time to go about a . of them.“ 
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Bright Seraphim, who wait around 

The circle of this holy ground, 

With pious ardor bore thy pray'r 

Swift through the regions of the air. 
By Him, who rules, 'tis thus decreed s 

Yet ſhall many a hero bleed: | 

Cambria's ſons in many a field 

Again. the thirſty lance ſhall wield. 

Then ſtrike thy harp with dauntleſs hand, 

Make it re- echo through the land. 

In freedom's cauſe be ne er diſmay'd ; ; 

For fav'ring heav n will grant it's aid. 

'Tis thine thy country's chiefs to . 

Teach them to brave the hoſtile ſpear. 

If they the conteſt firm ſuſtain, 

If they their country's rights maintain; 

At length the noble ſtrife ſhall ceaſe, 

And Britain reſt in laſting 
I ſee from far th' auſpicious day, 

That Britain's glory ſhall diſplay. 

* Britiſh kings aſcend the throne, 

And. Saxon chiefs their empire own. 

Beneath their ſway the Britiſh name 

The Roman ſhall ſurpaſs in fame. 


„The line of Tudor. 
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24 THE SHRINE OF KING ARTHUR. 
Where'er they fought in Eaſt or Weſt, 
The vanquiſh'd nations were oppreſt. 
But theſe, from where the riſing ſun 
Prepares his-daily courſe to run, 

To where his ev'ning labours end, 

Shall freedom's ſacred laws extend. 
Contending ſtates ſhall ceaſe to wield, 

At their command, the adverſe ſhield. 

The ſtern oppreſſor, pale with fear, 

Shall drop the late up-lifted ſpear ; 

When Britain ſends her voice from far, 

Sole arbitreſs of peace and war. 

Oh! may ſhe ſtill, with freedom bleſt, 
Delight in aiding the oppreſt, | 
And her unbounded pow'r employ, 

The tyrant's ſhackles to deſtroy. - 

Then ſhall her throne for ever ſtand, 
Unhurt by time's deſtroying hand; 

As her own rocks unſhaken brave 

The boiſt'rous Ocean's daſhing wave. 


A pauſe enſu'd — The Bards their voices raiſe, 
And tune their golden harps to notes of praiſe. 
The conſecrated domes the ſounds prolong, 

While heav'n-born freedom thus adorns their ſong : 
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Whence the cloud divinely bright ? 
Whence the blaze of heav'nly light, 
That ſhines on Britain's iſle? 
"Tis thine, fair Freedom, thine the ray, 
That emulates the orb of day, 
And makes the hoary deep ſerenely file. 


Not war, in all it's terrors dreſt, 

With burniſh'd helm and nodding creſt, 

| And adamantine ſhield, _ 

With maſſive ſword and blood-ſtain'd ſpear, 

Can daunt the foul, when thou art near, 
Or chaſe the patriot hero from the field. 


Thou oft” has brac'd the feeble arm: 
In thee the coward feels a charm, 
That makes him ſcorn to fly. 
All, all conſpire to ſhield the ſtate, 
Uncheck'd* by pow'r, unaw'd by fate, 
And nobly dare to conquer or to die. 


But when the ſhouts of battle ceaſe, 
The poliſh's arts of ſmiling peace 
_ Attend thy ſteps divine; 
D 


1 * 
„ 
* 
1 . 
„ 1 
£2 ; 
* 
11 + 
+? 15 * 
3 
M 
11 
1121 1 
1 on 
: 
e 
— 2% : 
*. 78 8 
111 ; 
wie, fo 1 
- l = . 
: 11 
84 9 
8 
9 
1 
* 
| * 
1338 
7 | 
Fi 
>. 


* 
2 


2 


— ——  _ C__ _- 


. - 


— K 
PF 
8 


- 


—— 2 
— — 
— — * 29 * 
2 - — <——— — — - _ _ " — 0 
DE 2 —_— — ES DS DEED is Ser TIRES 
G <= Fl a Px 9 7x n 5 r * E : 
"=? —" "Pp - 22 het Fs — = paddy Se LAS TY zz $ Oh FOR a SP a 4 
GIS . —_— Tow * b r - 


$14: 
©2S : 
= i» ! 
[ Fl 


— 


— "4 
— — 
— 
— 


- . 2 — 2 — 
r D YO": S 
— — 


——— Dre 7 * 
"II — TE"IR — ETAL 


„ 
DOA I ——— 2222 ge rw ts PIR ” 


——— — — — 


26 


THE SHRINE OF RING ARTHUR. 


And, cheriſh'd by thy gentle ſway, 
Their richeſt treaſures they diſplay, 
And gladly own _y On benign. 


They, when the patriot yidlds to fate, 
Whoſe virtue fixt the tott'ring ſtate, 
Some precious relicks ſave: 
Sculpture to ſtone his form ſhall give, 
In ſtone ſhall bid his features live, [grave. 
And ſteal his outward ſemblance from the 


But poetry, thou heav'nly art, 


Tis thine the features to impart 


Of his more noble ſoul; 

To paint his manners chaſte, ſevere, 

Nor ſooth'd by hope, nor aw'd by fear, 
Subject alone to virtue's mild controul, 


Such, once in Greece by freedom bred, 
Undaunted hoſts to battle led 
Againſt the pow'rs of Troy : 


Such lofty Homer, honour'd name, 


Has enter'd in the rolls of fame; | 
Nor &er fall time the ſacred verſe deſtroy. 
Such 
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Such rapid Pindar's muſe of fire 
Ennobled with the Theban lyre, 
As Oer the ſtrings ſhe flew; 
And, while the torrent of the fong 
The raviſh'd artiſt bore along, 


Each nn prize with glowing pencil drew, 


Such too ſhall ſea-girt Britain bear, 
And ſuch again ſhall freedom rear 
In that her fav'rite clime. 
For them ſhall other Homers riſe, 
And other Pindars reach the ſkies, 
Singing their great exploits in notes ſublime, 
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The fainted chief and heav'n-deſcended train 
In ſolemn ſtate the ſeats of bliſs regain. 
In Modred's ſight the viſion yet appears: 
The laſt bold notes yet vibrate in his ears. 
At length his eyes admit the beams of day: 
Each ſenſe reſumes it's ſhort-ſuſpended ſway. 
Still he revolves the viſion in his breaſt, 
And all the Monarch, all the Bards expreſt. 
With great deſigns his raviſh'd boſom ſwells, 
On mighty deeds of future fame he dwells. 
D 2 His 
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28 THE SHRINE OF KING ARTHUR, 


His harp, the late companion of his cares, 
Now all the tranſports of it's maſter ſhares, 


And joins in notes ſeraphic, while he ſings 


Of glorious days prepar'd for Britiſh kings; 

Of Chiefs, the guardians of their country's right, 
Snatch'd from the grave, and borne to realms of light; 
Of patriot Bards in never-dying lays 

Lg in heav'nly manſions freedam's power, 


FN ww os 
* 


2 
— - — — 0 * A 


|, 


THE 
CAVE or MERLIN. 


LOSE by the vale, where Towy firays, 
And in his winding channel plays, 
Where fair Carmarthen's Caſtle ſtands, 

The ancient work of Britiſh hands 3 

A lofty mountain's ſhaggy ſide 
Diſplays a cavern deep and wide, 
Within, as fairy legends tell, 
Merlin mutter'd many a ſpell. 
Oft', to eſcape the Dog-ſtar's heat, 
Philander ſought this cool retreat ; 
But ne'er approach'd it's confines drear 
Without the awe-commanding fear, 
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's That aus the Bard's enraptur'd breaſt, 
1 When, with poetic frenzy preſt, 
With trembling ſtep he treads the ground, 
Where Fauns and Dryads ſport around. 
There by fancy's magic hurl'd 

Through the vaſt ideal world, 
Intranc'd he ſaw, how Merlin ſhed 
Protecting charms on Arthur's head, 
And ſolemn wav'd his potent wand, 
Which fiends of Hell could ne'er withſtand. 
Then his anxious thoughts would run 
On gallant Uther's braver ſon ; 

How he chas'd his Saxon foes, 

As the fierce wolf the timid does; 
Thoſe Saxon foes, who lately ſtood 
Stain'd with Britain's nobleſt blood, 
And by. conqueſt ſwell'd with pride, 
Arthur's matchleſs force defy'd. 
Deluded Pagans, fly with ſpeed : 

See, your braveſt warriors bleed : 
Through your thickeſt ranks his arm 
Terror ſpreads and wild alarm. 

Thus at the brink of Ocean's flood 

Britain's ſons of old withſtood 
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THE CAVE OF MERLIN. 


The ſteel-clad legions, Cæſar led, 
To hardy deeds of manhood bred. 
Long may Britain thus oppoſe + 


Treach'rous friends and haughty * 3 


Till it's highly-favour'd name 

Stand foremoſt in the liſt of fame. 
Thus Philander mus'd alone, 

Reclining on a moſs- grown ſtone. 

Sudden ſoft minſtrelſy he hears, 

As muſic of the tuneful ſpheres. 

He ſtarted wild, and gaz'd around, 


Surpriz'd and raviſh'd with the ſound; _ 


When in a voice divinely ſweet {1 
His wond'ring ears theſe accents greet: 


Mortal, who with holy dread 
View'ſt this long- neglected cell, 
I thy ſecret mind have read, 

I thy riſing thoughts can tell, 


Britain, rais'd in happy hour 
From the bottom of the main, 
Long the ſeat of human pow'r, 
Glory's ſummit ſhall attain, . . 
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17 | UE Cay i OP MERLYN, 
There the Goddeſs Liberty 
Fixt her adamantine throne, 


Bade it's hardy fpps be free, 
Bade them bow to her alone. 


While the Goddels they revere, 
Let them ſcorn oppreffion's train: 
Threats of foes they need not fear : 


They ſhall rule the foaming main. 


But if c'er they ſhake the chain, 
And the ſcourge up-lifted high; 
Britain, mourn thy heroes ſlain : 
Lo! they bleed, they fall, they die. 


Chaſe Corruption, child of hell, 
From thy fea-incixcled coaſt. 
"Twas by that * Caradoc fell, 
Not by Cæſar's flaviſh hoſt. 
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Carthiſ- 


* Caradoc, or as it is pronounc'd Cradoc, the 10. name of Caracta- 
cus, is ag a common appellation in W 
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* Carthiſmandua, wretehed queen, 
Felt the power of foreign gold. 
Roman baubles ſnhe had ſeen, 

And for them her country ſold. 


Drive ſedition far away, 

Though like freedom clad ſhe ſtand, 
Arthur (O the fatal day!) 

Sunk beneath a + rebel's hand, 


Britain, to thyſelf be true, 

And fair freedom's laws revere, 
Foes will then their malice rue: 
Friends will then be found ſincere, 


Merlin's - 


„ Ipſe (nempe Caractacus) cum fidem Carthiſmanduz reginz Brigan- 
tum petiviſſet, vinctus ac viQtoribus traditus eſt, Tacit. Ann, Lib. XII. 


+ Mr. Warton ſays he bled beneath a Saxon ſpear : but n to 
Whitaker he was killed in a rebellion of his own ſubjects; and in the bal» 
lad of The Death of ing Amer, in Percy's ColleRien, he is expreſsly 
ſaid to have fallen by the hand of his nephew Mordred. 
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Merlin's preſage thus I bear, 
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Warn thy country of her doom. 


(For from fairy land I come) 
Mortal, to thy favour'd ear — 
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ADDRESSED To 4 THRUSH 
SINGING NEAR'THE AUTEOR's WINDOW AT THE DAWN, 
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EASE thy carols, gay muſician, 
Perch'd above the dew-ſprent roſe: 
Chaſe not hence the mild phyſician, 
Morpheus, God of ſoft l 


Seek the thatch · protected village: 
Perch thee near the humble ſhed, 


Where the hardy ſons of tillage - 
Slumber on the fleecy bed. 


There thy wildeſt lays rehearſing, 
Pour them through thy ſwelling thivat; 
And, as if with heav'n converſing, 
Loudly trill the lengthen d note. 
E 2 Sprightly 


3 
— - *-— — "SA 
— 2 
- - 


Mn 
SEN EEELL 
F - —_ * 


— 


* ** — 
— EES 


— 


3 


- — — F * I _ * 


— 


— — 
-1 
— 


r 
— 4 * $I = = 7 


* 7 
— 


< - T 
— by PE ST. 
- x — — 
4 — 2 — 


- ; * * - * 1 ” — — 2 a - 0 
- 2 - —— "ex 2 2 #3 — _ 
* | A N — 6 - * 3 Y — er 1 Ta" 77 2 k : 
* 2 Dr 2 — m_ 22 > Ai — — v6 * , = — —— - * 
en ha wc WE? =. * . _ 8 ” * * = - — 
= . 1 2 * * * 1 * : 


- —— — — — — — — 
— 
Ie TY 7 * A * 1 4 = x 
my 2 —— — 2 i av owe Kio -v 
d — — a 
. 3 — 1 reg , . — — — 
__— * „ N = Þ ** _ - Bbw ov "2 n= WS ET OYSTER © N 3 — — 1 8 
> — * &- 28 3 +455 5 4.5 < 2 pa - —— = þ 5 Fi * 8 1 „ , ” N . * £ EM par. 5 * £ L 
Tur — N 4 9 + : 455 * 
* 4 : . & " 44 #- 44 — SS A has. & * 0 hs RAC IRS. | — 8 
0 * . + , p 4 - 1 4 * a 
Oct gn repre A - f - : ot : 


36 


ADDRESS TO A THRUSH. 


 'Sprightly ſongſter they will greet thee, 
Sweeteſt of the feather'd crew: 


They, when freſh from fleep, to meet thee 
Oft' have bruſh'd away the dew. . 


I in vain have ſleep been wooing 
Through a long and reſtleſs night: 

Methinks, at length he hears my ſuing 
At the ſlo approach of light. 


+ Ceaſe thy carols, gay muſician, 


Perch'd above the ſpangled roſe: 
Chaſe not hence the mild phyſician, 
Morpheus, God of foft repoſe. 


So ſhall Mary's voice intrancing 


To the world thy praiſes * tell, 


And thy tuneful pow'rs enhancing, 


Equal thee to Philomel. 


So will I, as oft' I ramble. 


With the lovely fair along, 
Pointing to the bending bramble, 
Grateful hail thy. ev'ning ſong. 


| THE 
* Alluding to a-favourite wig! « Sweet Thraſh," &C, 
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P S AI. M CXXXVII. 


ESIDE Euphrates' ſtreams, that glide, 
Where Babylon exalts her pride, |; 

Thy ſons, O Sion, penſive ſat, 

Bemoaning thy unhappy fate. 

As for our harps, they, long unſtrung, 

Upon the drooping willows hung. 

When they, the cauſe of all our woe, 

To whom our captive ſtate we owe, 

A ſong of joy and mirth requeſt 

Of men, with ſorrow's weight oppreſt: 

* « For us,” they ſay, your voices raiſe 

In ſongs, that Sion heard with praiſe.” 

How 


® The meaning of this p ſeems to me to be generally miſander- 


food. Commentators and tranſlators treat it as a taunting inſult: where- 
as the reply of the prophet manifeſtly indicates, that the requeſt was made 


with an expectation of having it complied with. 
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PSALM CXXXVII, 
1 mall we ſing Jehovah's ſong 


In lands, that to his foes belong ? 


When in my mind no trace is found, 

O Sion, of thy holy ground; 

Let not my hand it's ſkill retain, 

But ſtrike the jarring ſtrings in vain. 

If any theme, but thee, I chuſe; 

It's office let my tongue refuſe : 

Yea, if one moment mirth and joy 

My thoughts, eſtrang'd from thee, employ. 
Remember, Lord, how Edom's Race, 

When thou from Sion hid'ſt thy face, 

« Down with her, down,” exclaim'd around; 

% Raze her proud turrets to the ground,” 
O Babylon, with vice o'erborne, | * 

Soon ſhalt thou be, like us, forlorn ; 

Soon ſhall the happy victor come, 

To ſeal with blood thy final doom, 

Thy children daſh againſt the ſtones, 

And hear with grim delight their groans, 


PSALM 


POO OS AG I LADIES INS EI NES INSANE, 


— * 


P 8 ALM CXXVI. 
RENEXENENCNE ENCE 


W HEN God, who bade oppreſſion ceaſe, 
Led captive Sion back in peace; 
The hope, that then began to gleam, 
Seem'd like the phantom of a dream. 
Jehovah's praiſe his people ſung: 
Hoſannas flow'd from ev'ry tongue. 

_ Ev'n they, who bend to idols, own, 
That God for us his pow'r has ſhewn. 
Yea, the great work we ſee begun, 
And hail the wonders God-has done. 
Continue, Lord, to turn our bands 
Again to cheer theſe deſart lands; 
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40 PSALM CXXVI, 


As rivers, fwell'd by genial rains, 
Revive the ſun-burnt ſouthern plains. 
The grief of them, who ſow, ſhall ceaſe, 
When they behold the rich increaſe. 
They, who, oppreſt with chilling fears, 
Now ſtrew their ſcanty ſeed with tears; 
With raviſh'd hearts ſhall loudly ſing, 
When back the plenteous crop they bring. 
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HOR, LIB. III. OD, XXIV, 
AD AVAR 0 8— 


IMITATED, 
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HOUGH thou poſſeſs more rich b 
Than Araby's unrifled plains, 
And treaſures, that ſurpaſs the ſtores 
Amaſs'd on plunder'd India's ſnores: 
Though thy tall Villa's glitt'ring pride 
The Thames reflect with all his tide 
Nought can thy mind from terror free, 


Nought can ſuſpend the ſtern decree, 
| F Whene'er 
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42  HOR, LIB, III. OD. XX1V. IMITATED, 


Whene'er the fatal day ſhall come, 
Deſtin d to drag thee to the tomb. 
Happier the wild Tartarian Hordes, 
Of moving huts unenvy'd lords, 
Who cultivate unmeaſur'd land, 
That yields what nature's wants demand. 
There tenderly the ſtep-dame mild 
Foſters her huſband's helpleſs child. 
No dowry'd wife there rules her ſpouſe, 
Or liſtens to a lover's vows. 
The parents' virtue there they prize: 
In that their richeſt dowry lies ; 
And chaſtity, that fears to ſlight 
And violate the marriage rite; 
And holy dread, that faith preſerves ; 
Qr 3 denounc'd to her, who ſwerves. 
He, who would waſting war afſuage, 
And more deſtructive civil rage: | 
He, who aſpires to deathleſs fame, 
And hopes to gain a Patriot's name, 
To have this praiſe on ſtone engrav'd, 
That Britain by his zeal was ſav'd; 
Let him with manly ſoul deſpiſe 
The madding crowd's licentious cries, 


OR. LIB. III. op. XXIV, IMITATED. 43 


And with a ſteady, purpoſe dare 

To wage with vice eternal war. 

Tho' none ſhould now. his worth confeſs; 55 
Ages to come his name will bleſs. | 
For this, alas! the virtuous know, 

Envy purſues them here below; 

But when the gen rous patriot dies, 

Flatt'ry exalts him to the ſkies. 
What can avail the ſad complaint, 
If blackeſt crimes know no reſtraint? 
What boots it ſtatutes to compile, 

If villains laws evade by guile ? 

If greedy rapine ſtretch it's hands 

From ſultry Afric's burning ſands 

To dreary Greealjnd 's northern coaſt, . 

The region of eternal froſt ? 

If waves and ſtorms can ne'er ſubdue 

The courage of the vent'rous crew; 

ina all, contending to efface 
poverty the dire diſgrace, 

70 ev'ry pain and toil ſubmit, 


And the ſteep paths of virtue quit? 
Let us, who better maxims know, 
ä my the exhauſted Treaſury go: 
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44 Hon. LIB, III. OD; XXIV. IMI TAT EV. 


Our gold would Britain's wants remove, 
And purchaſe endleſs fame and love. - 
Or let us feek ſome neighb ring coaſt, 
And plunge our wealth, our empty boaſt, _ 
The fatal ſource of all our woe, 
Into the deep abyſs below. | 
If with regret and horror due 
Our former guilty courſe we view; 
Let us our utmoſt force employ 
The ſeeds of evil to deſtroy, 
And, while by hardier rules we live, 
To feeble minds new vigour give. 
The well-bred youth now fears to ſtride 
The bounding courſer's ſtately pride, 
The pleaſures of the chaſe to try, 
Nor heeds the jovial hunter's cry; 
But danc'd by men in taffell'd chair, 
With clothes of filk and eſſenc'd hair, 

To White's, 'mong Peers and Rooks at play 
With cards and dice brings in the day. 
Meanwhile the father, hackney'd grown 
In the vile traffick of the town, 

Defrauds his brother, partner, friend, 
Who raſhly on his faith * 
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HOR, LIB, III, OD, XXIV. IMITATED. 
And gathers with inceſſant care 
A fortune for a worthleſs heir, 
While thus he lives intent on gain, 
Unbounded wealth he may obtain; 
But, ſtill unbleſt with all his ſtore, 
He languiſhes for ſomething more. 
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MOR. LIB, IV. OD. VIII, 
AD CENSORINU M— 


IMITATED. 


ID ſmiling fortune bleſs my ſtore ; 
The Tuſcan vaſe, the medal hoar, 
The Tripod, valiant Greeks' reward, 
Should ſhew my friends my fond regard. 
For thee, whoſe favour moſt I prize, 
No worthleſs gift would I deviſe ; 
Did I thoſe models fair poſleſs, | 
Where forms of Saints and Chiefs expreſs, 
What 


HOR. II B. IV, OD. VIILIMITATED. 47 


What Angelo's and Raphael's art 
Io ſtone and colours could impart. 
But ſuch. to me have not been gv n 
By the indulgent hand of heavin; ' 
Nor does thy eaſy fortune need, 
Nor thy ſoul crave ſo rich a meed. 
A ſong, that every Muſe inſpires, 
Can fill thy ſoul with rapt'rous fires :. 
A ſong from me thou may'ſt receive; 
And hear the worth of what I give. 
Not ſtatues, that ſuperbly riſe | 
To chieftians brave and ſov'reigns wats; 
That life and breath to thoſe reſtore, © 
Whoſe gallant deeds. were heard of yore: 
Not Spaniſh threat'nings turn'd to ſhame, 
Not the Armada wrapt in flame, 
Eliza's fame more wide diffuſe, 
Than fairy Spencer's Doxic Muſe, 
If none the gen rous act recite, 

Virtue muſt loſe it's deareſt right. 
What would have been great Egbert's ſon, 
Though many a field was bravely won, 

Lo Had 


Aber was the RR. of Alfred. — He united the Saxon oo 
tarchy, - 
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k J 48 NOR. LI B. Iv. o. VIII. IMITAT ED. 
. Had envious ſilence hid in night © 
88 The matchleſs deeds of Alfred's might? LoT 
Snatch'd from oblivion, + Edward's name 

The Muſes conſecrate to fame. | 
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14 The man, that's virtuous, wiſe and eb . 
14 The Muſe can reſcue from the grave. 

"WM Thus Uther's ſon, as poets write, 

6-4 Arthur, inhabits realms of light. 

Ko 


Thus, borne upon the Muſe's wing, 

Some future Bard ſhall ſweetly ſing, 

That Hawke, the guardian of the waves, 
The tempeſt-beaten veſſel ſaves: 

That war- worn foldiers; brave and free, 
Granby, addreſs their pray'rs to thee, 
Thee, round whoſe martial temples twine 
The laurel and the Guſt rag vine. 
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+ The re-eſtabliſhment of the laws of Edward the con ſeſſor was . 


2 as a moſt invaluable privilege pader ahe firſt 1 of the Norman 
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